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Valorous Acts of Mar) 


Tune of, the Blind Beggar of Bethnall. Green. 
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W had roundly befieged the City of Gaunt: (daunt, 
And manly they marched by gywoud by three, 
But the dremel in Battle was Mary Ambree. 


Thus being enforced to fight with our Foes, 
Cn each fide moſt fiercely they feemed to aloſe: 
Ach one fougl t for Henour in every Degree, 
Bt none fo mh won jt as Mary Ambres. 
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Hen Captain courageous, whom Death could not | 


THE. 


Ambree. 


A Helmet of Proof ſne put on her Head ;. 

A Helmet of proof the put on ner head, 

A fair goodly Gauntlet on her fide wore-ſhe,. 
Was not this a brave banny Laſs, Mary Ambree. 


Then tcok ſhe her Sword and her 1 et in Hand, 
And called all thoſe who would by he Rand 

To wait on her Perſon there came Thouſands three. 
Was not this a brave bonny. Laſs, Mary Ambree: 


Before you ſhall periſh the-worft of you all, 

Or come to any Danger of Enemies Thrall; 

This Hand-and this Life of mine ſhall ſet you free; 
Was not this a brave bonny Laſs, Mary Ambree.. 


The Drums and the-Trumpets did ſound out Alarms, 


And many Hundreds did loſe Legs and Arms ;. 
And many. a. Thouſand ſhe brought. to her Knee; 
Was not. this a brave bonny Laſs, Mary Ambree.. 


"The Sky then he fill'd-with the Smoa k of her Shot, 


And her Enemies Bodies with Bullets fo hot: 
For one of her-own Men a Score killed ſne. 


Was not this a brave bonny Laſs, Mary Ambree, 


And then her falſe-Gunner did ſpoil her-Intent, 
Her Powder and Bullets away he had ſpent ?- 
And then with her W ſhe ſlaſhed them three. 
Was nat this a brave-bonny. Laſs, Mary Ambree; 


Then took ſhe her Caſtle where ſhe did abide, 
Her Enemies beſieg'd her on every fide : 


* . To beat down her Caſtle Walls they did agree, 


| U 
When brave Szyeant- Major was ſlain in the Fight, 
Whho was her own true Ive, her Joy and Delight: 
dhe ſwore unrever ged his Blood iheuld nut be: 


Was not this a brave horny Lats, Mary Ambree. 


She c leathed herſelf from the Top to the Tce; 
With Buff of the btaveſt, and ſeemily to ſhow :. 
A+tair-Shist of Mail over thy: tripped che: 

Was not this a brave bonny Laſs, Mary Ambree. 


And all for to overcome Mary ee. 

Then took ſhe her Sword and ber Target in Hand, 
And on her Caftle- Walls ſtoutly did ſtand : 

So daring the Captain to match any three: 

© what a brave in was Mary Ambree. 
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W bom ſhortly we mean to take Priſon 
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At her then they ſmiled, not thinking in Heart, 
Fhat ſhe-could have performed ſo valorous a Part: 
Fhe one faid to the other, we ſnortly ſhall ſee 
This gallant brave Captain beſore us to fle. 


Why what do you think or take me to be ? © 


Unto theſe-brave Soldiers ſo boldly ſpoke ſhe : | 
A Knight Sir of England, and Captain (quoth they) 
er away. 


No Captain of England (behold in your Sight, 

Two Breaſts in my. Boſom, and therefore no Knight: 
No K night Sir of England, nor Captain (quoth ſhe); 
But even a poor bonny Laſs, Mary Ambree. 


But art thou a Woman, as thou doſt declare ? 

That hath made us thus ſpend our Armour in War: 
The like in our Lives we never did ſee, 

And therefore we'll. honour brave Mary Ambree. 


'Fhe Prince of great Parma heard of her Renown; 
Who long had advanced for England's fair Crown : 
In Token he ſent for a Globe and a Ring, 

And ſaid ſne ſhould be his Bride at his W edding.. 


| Why what do you think or take me to be, 


Tho he be a Prince of great Dignity ; 
It ſhall never be faid in England ſo free, 
That a Stranger did marry with Mary Ambree. 


Then unto fair England ſhe hack did return, 


Still holding the Foes of old England in Scorn, 
In Valour no Man was ever like ſhe : 88 


Was not this a brave tonny Laß, Mary Ambree. 


In this Woman's Praiſes 1] here end my Song, 
Whoſe Heart was approved in Valour moſt ſtrong: 
Let all forts of People, u hatever they be, ; 
Sing forth the brave Valours of Mary Ambree, 
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Printed and Sold in Bow-church-yard,, London. 
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